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diete de Worms mais on peint la chapelle ISiMtine: II
y & Luther mais il y a Michel-An ge . . . et re-
marquons en passant que Luther est dans les vieil-
leries qui croulent autour de nous et que Michel-Ange
n}y est pa$"

Look well at the face of Dostoiewski, half a Russian
peasant's face, half a criminal physiognomy, flat nose,
small, penetrating eyes beneath lids that quiver with
a nervous affection; look at the forehead, lofty, thor-
oughly well formed; the expressive mouth, eloquent
of numberless torments of abysmal melancholy, of*
unnatural pleasures, of infinite compassion and pas-
sionate envy! An epileptic genius, whose exterior
speaks of the mild milk of human kindness, with which
his temperament was flooded, of the depth of an al-
most maniacal acuteness which mounted to his brain;
finally of ambition, of monstrous exertion, and of
bitter grudges which create pettiness of soul.

His characters are not only poor and pitiable, but
refined simpletons, noble prostitutes, frequently suf-
ferers from hallucinations, gifted epileptics, inspired
recruits for martyrdom, exactly the types we can im-
agine grouped round the apostles and disciples in the
first era of Christianity. Undoubtedly no other crea-
tures could be more remote from the Renaissance! I
am quite excited to know how I come into your book.

Yours most sincerely,

GEOEG BRANDES.